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Oordon OrPKK. dining aboard with Horn-n- y.

the yneht l.ol:t'n owner, accidentally
a torn photograph of a young Ktrl
nlKht tho consul's ante In robbed.

police find that Hornby In a fruiid
the I.oln nnino a fulso one. In

Oregf, Is trapped nearly to hl
by a former Bervnnt. Ollnto.

. In Dumfries Gregg meets Muriel
Hornby appears and Muriel

him an Martin Woodroffe, her!eeS friend. Gregg neon a coty of tho
photograph on tho Loin and finds
i"'" '0,1"K Klrl Is Muriel's friend,

disappears. Gregg discover
bod) of a murdered woman In

wood. Tho body disappears and In
nluit- - is found tho body of Ollnto.

and OreKK search Ilannoch wood
and nnd the body of Armlda,

, When the pollco ko to thu
, wood the body has disappeared. In Lon- -

aori Gregg meets Ollnto, alive nnd well
i OreKK truces the young Klrl of tho torn

photograph, and finds that she Is Elma
Jleath. nleco of Uuron ObcrK. who has
taken her to Abo. Finland, nnd thnt she

i lipids n seciet affecting Woodroffe. On
V'9. ,ro'"rn to Hannoeh OreKK finds tho
I.cttheoiirls (led from Hylton Clutter, who

, "nt called there. IIo goes to Abo, nndittter n tilt with tho police chief, la con-- ,
; iucteil to the place where Elma Is hn- -

jprleoned.

CHAPTER XI.

The Castle of the Terror.
Tho big Finn rowed me down the

swollen river.
After nearly n mile, the Btream

Again opened out Into a broad lake
whore. In tho distance, I saw rising

laheer and high from tho water, a long
Hquuro building of three Htorles, with
a tall round tower at ono corner an
old medieval castle It seemed to be.
From one of the small windows of the
tower, as wo camo Into view of It, a
'light was shining upon tho water, and
my guide seeing It, grunted In satis
faction. It had undoubtedly been
placed there as signal. After waiting
Ave minutes or so, ho pulled straight
across the lake to tho high, dark towor
that descended Into tho water. Tho
place was as grim and silent us any 1

ever seen, an Impregnable
of the days before stego gun3
Invented, tho fortress of somo
prince or count who had

held the surrounding country In
A small wooden ledge andIliad a dozen steps led up to a low

door, which opened noiselessly,
tho

forth.
dark flguro of a woman alood

guide uttered some reassuring
In Finnish In a low half-whispe- r,

then slowly pushed tho boat along
to the ledge, saying:

"Your high nobility may disembark.
Thero is at present no danger."

I rose, gripped a big rusty chain to
steady myself, and, climbed Into the
narrow doorway In tho ponderous wall,
where I found myself In tho darkness

I beside the female who had apparently
been expecting our arrival and watch
ing our Blgnal.
( "Without a word she led mo through
.a short passage, and then, striking a
match, lit a big Inntern.
As the light fell upon her I recognized

I thnt she was a member of some re-
ligious order. Tho thin ascetic coun- -

tenanco was that or a woman of
strong character, and her funoreal

, habit beemed much too large for hor
stunted, shrunken figure.

"The sister speaks French?" I haz-arde- d

in that language, knowing that
In most convents throughout Europo
Prench is known.

"Oul, m'slour. But are you not afraid
to venture horo? No strangers aro
permitted here, you know. If your
presence was discovered you would
not leave this placo alive so I warn
you. By admitting you I am betraying
my truBt. and that I should not havo
done wero It not compulsory."

"Compulsory! How?"
"The order of tho chlof of pollco.

Even here, we cannot afford to offend
him."

So tho fellow Boranskl had really
kept faith with me, and at his order
tho closed door of the convent had
been oponed.

"Of course not," I answered. "Rus-
sian officialdom Is In Fin-
land iiowudays. But whoro is the
lady?"

"You are still prepared to risk your
liberty nnd life?" she asked In a hoarse
voice, full of grim meaning.

"I am," 1 Bald. "Lead mo to her."
"You aro on Russian soil now,

m'slettr, not English," she remarked
her broken English. "If .your ob- -

Ject were known, you would never boV spared to return to your own land.
Ah!" eho sighed, "you do not know tho
mysteries and torrora of Finland. 1

am u French subject, born In Tours,
und brought to Ilelslngrors when I was
fifteen. 1 havo been In Finland forty-liv- o

years. Onco wo woro happy here,
but since tho czar appointed Baron
Oberg to bo governor general" and
Bho ah rugged her shoulders without
finishing hor Bentonco.

"Baron Oberg governor general of
Finland!" I gasped.

"Certainly. Did you not know?" she
II said, dropping Into Frouch. "It is
it four years now that ho has held Bu

ll promo power to crush nnd Russify
II these poor Finns, Ah, m'siourl this

j country, onco bo prosperous, is n blot
upon the face of Europo, Ills methods

J aro the worst and most unscrupulous
j of any employed by Russia. Before ho
j came here ho was tho best hated 21211

1'i
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In Petersburg, and that, they say, Is
why the emperor Bent him to us."

"Where does this baron live?" I

asked, surprised that ho should occupy
so high a placo In Russian olllcialdom

tho representative of tho czar, with
powers as great as tho emperor limi-sel- f.

"At tho Government pnlace, In

"And Elma Heath Is hero ui this
grim fortress! Why?"

"Ah, m'sleur, how can I tell? B
reason of family secrets, perhaps.
They account for so much, you know."

Tho fact that tho baron was ruler of
Finland amazed me, for I had half

him to bo somo clover adven-
turer. Yet as tho events of tho past
Hashed through my brain, 1 recollected
that in Ilannoch Wood had been found
tho miniature of tho Russian Order of
Saint Anno, a distinction which, In nil
probability, had beon conferred upon
him. If so, tho coincidence, to say the
least, was a remarkable one. I ques-
tioned my compunlon further regard
ing the baron.

"Ah, m'sleur," she declared, "they
call him 'The Strangler of the Finns.'
It wns he who ordered tho peasants of
Knsko to be Hogged until four of thorn
died and tho czar gave him tho Star
of White Eagle for It ho who sup-
pressed hulf the newspapers and put
eighteen editors in prison for publish-
ing a report of n meeting of the
Swedes in Helsingfors; ho who encour-
ages corruption nnd bribery among the
officials for tho furtherance of Russian
interests: ho who has ordered Rus-
sian to be tho oillclal language, who
has restricted public education, who
bus overtaxed and ground down the
people until now tho initio Ib laid, and
Finland Is ready for open revolt. Tho
prisons aro lllled with tho innocent;
w onion aro Hogged; tho poor aro starv-
ing, nnd 'The Strangler,' as thoy call
him, reports to tho czar that Finland
is submissive and Is RUBslanlzed!"

I had heard something of this abom-
inable Btnto of affairs from tlrao to
time from tho English press, but had
never taken notice of the name of tho
oppressor. So tho uncle of Elma
Heath was "Tho Strangler of Finland,"
tho man who, In four years, had

a prosperous country to a state
of ruin und rovoltl

"Cannot I see hor at onco?" I asked,
feeling that wo had remained too long
there. If my presence in that place
was perilous the sooner I escaped from
It tho better.

"Yes, como," sho said. "But sllonco!
Walk softly," and holding up the old
horn lantern to glvo mo light, sho led
1110 out Into tho low stono corridor
again, conducting mo through a num-
ber of Intricate passages, all baro and
gloomy, the stones worn hollow by the
feet of nges. Into a small, square
chamber, tho floor of which was car-
peted, and where, suspended high
above, was a lamp that shed but a
faint light over the barely-furnishe- d

place. Beyond wus unother smaller
room Into which the old nun disap-
peared for a moment; then she camo
forth leading n stratigo wan little flg-

uro In a gray gown, a flguro whose
face was the most perfect and most
lovely 1 had over seen. Hor wealth
of chestnut hair fell disheveled about
her shoulders, and as hor hands woro
clasped before her she looked straight
at me in surprise as she was led to-

wards mo.
She walked but feebly, and hor coun-

tenance was deathly pale. Her dress,
as she camo beneath the lamp, was, I
saw, coarse, yet clean, and hor beauti-
ful, regular features, which In her
photograph had hold mo In such fasci-
nation, woro even more sweet and
more matchless .than I had believed
them to bo. 1 stood beforo hor dum-founde- d

In admiration.
In silence she bowed gracefully, and

then looked at me with astonishment,
apparently wondering what I, a per-
fect stranger, required of hor.

"Miss Elma Heath, I presume?" I
exclaimed at last. "May I Introduco
myself to you? My name Is Gordon
Gregg, English by birth, cosmopolitan
by instinct. I havo como hero to nsk
you a question a question that con-

cerns myself. Lydla Moroton has sent
mo to you."

I noticed that hor great brown eyes
watched my lips and not my face.

Her own lips moved, but she looked
at me with an Inexpressible sadness.
No sound escaped her.

1 stood rigid boforo her as ono
turned to atone, for in that Instant, In
a flash indeed, I realized tho awful
truth.

Sho was both deaf and dumbl
Sho raised her clasped bunds to me

In Bllonce, yot with tears welling In
her Bplcndid eyes. I saw that upon
her wrists woro a pair of bright Bteel
gyves.

"What Is thlB placo?" I demanded
of the womnn In tho rollglous habit,
when I recovorod from tho shock of
the poor girl's torrlblo affliction.
"Where am I?"

"This Is tho Castlo of Kajann the
criminal lunatic naylum of Finland,"
was her nnswor. "Tho prlsonor, as
you seo, has lost both speech and
hoarlng."

"Ut and 1umb!" I cried, looking at

tho beautiful original of that destroyed
photograph on board tho Lola. "But
sho haB not always been sol"

"No. I think not always," replied
tho sister quietly.

"But sho can wrlto responses to my
questions?"

"Alas! no," was tho old woman'B
whispered roply. "Hor mind is affect-
ed. Sho Is, unfortunately, n hopeless
lunatic."

1 looked straight Into those sad,
wldo-open- , yet unflinching brown oyes
utterly confounded.

Those white wrists held In Bteel,
that pate face and blanched lips, tho
Inertness of her movements, nil told
their own tragic tale. And yet Jhut
letter 1 had read, dictated in secret
most probnbl because her hands wero
not free, was certainly not tho out-
pourings of n madwoman. Sho had
spokon of deat'i, It was true, yet was
it not to bo supposed that sho was
slowly being driven to suicide? She
had kept her secret, nnd she wished
the man Hornby tho man who wns to
marry Muriel Lelthcourt to know.

The room In which we stood was evi-
dently nn apartment Bet apait for her
use, for beyond was the tiny bedcham-
ber; yet the small, high-u- p window
wus cloBoiy barred, and the cold bare-
ness of tho prison wns sufficient In-

deed to caiiHc anyone confined there to
prefer death to captivity.

Again 1 spoke, to her slowly nnd
kindly, but thero was no response.
That she was absolutely dumb wit3
only too apparent. Yet surely she had
not alwas been so! I had gone In
senrch of her because tho beauty of
her portrait had magnetized me, and
I had now found her to be oven more
lovely than her picture, yet, alas! suf-ferln- g

from an affliction thnt rendered
her life a tragedy. The realization
or thq terrible truth staggered mo.
Such a perfect face as hers I had novor
borore sot eyes upon, bo beautiful, so
clear-cut- , so refined, so eminently tho
countenance of ono well-bor- and yet
so Ineffably sad, so full of blank

despair.
She placed her clasped hands to her

mouth and mado signs by slinking her
head that sho could neither under-
stand nor respond. I took my wallet
from my pocket and wrote upon a
piece of paper In a largo hand the
words "I como from Lydla Moreton.
My name Is Gordou Gregg."

When her eager gaze fell upon tho
words she became Instantly filled with

She Raited Her Clasped Hands to Me
In Silence.

excitement, and nodded quickly. Then
holding her steel-claspe- d wrists to-
wards me sho looked wistfully at me,
as though Imploring mo to rolcaso her
from tho awful bondage In that silent
tomb.

Though tho woman who had led mo
there endeavored to prevent It, I hand-
ed her the pencil, and placed tho papor
on tho table for her to wrlto.

Tho nun tried to snntch it up, but I
held her arm gently and forcibly, say-
ing In French:

"No. I wish to seo If she Is roally
Insane. You will at least allow mo
this satisfaction."

And whllo wo wero In altercation,
Elma, with tho pencil In hor fingers,
tried to write, but by reason of her
hands being bound so closely was un-
able. At length, however, after sev-
eral attempts, sho succeeded In print-
ing In uneven capitals tho response:

"I know you. You were on the
yacht. I thought thoy killed you."

The thin-face- d old woman saw hor
response a reply that was surely ra-
tional enough and her brows con-
tracted with displeasure.

"Why aro you hero?" I wrote, not
allowing the sister to get sight of my
question.

In response, she wrote painfully and
laboriously:

"I am condemned for a crime I did
not commit. Take mo from horo, or I
shall kill myaolf,"

"Ah!" exclulmod tho old woman.
"You boo, poor girl, sho boliovos her-
self Innocent! Thoy nil do."

"But why Is sho hero?" I demanded
flercoly.

"I do not know, m'sleur. It Is not
my duty to Inqulro tho history of thoir
crimes, When they aro 111 I nurse
them; that 1b all."

"And who Is tho commandant of thin
fortress ?"

"Colonel Smirnoff. If ho know that
I had admitted you, you would nover
leave this placo nllvo. This Is tho
Schussolburg of Finland tho placo of
Imprisonmont for thoso who havo con-
spired against tho state."

"Tho prison of political conspirators,
oh?"

"Alas, m'sleur, yest Tho placo In
which Bofno of tho poor crentures nro
tortured In order to obtain confessions
and Information with as much cruelty
as In the blnck days of the Inquisition.
These walls are thick, and their cries
are nut heard from thu oubliettes be-

low the Inke "
1 had long ago heard of tho horrors

of Schusselburg. Indeed who has not
heard of them who litis traveled In
Russia? Tho very mention of the
modern bnatllo on Lake Ladoga, where
no prisoner hns over been known to
como forth alive, is suillclent to cause
any Russian to turn pale. And I was
In tho Schusselburg of Finland!

1 turned over the Bheet of paper and
wrote the question. "Did Baron Oberg
send you here?"

In lCBponso, she printed the words:
"I bellove ho. I wns arrested In Hoi
slngfors. Tell Lydla where 1 am."

"Do you know Muriel Lelthcourt?"
I Inquired by tho same means, where-
upon she replied that they woro at
school together.

"Did you see mo on board the Lola?"
1 wrote.

"Yes. But I could not warn you, al-

though I had overheard their Inten-
tions. They took mo ushoro when you
hnd gone, to Siena. After three days
1 found myself deaf and dumb I wns
mado so."

"Who did It?"
"A doctor, I suppose. People who

said thoy wero my friends put mo uu-do- r

chloroform."
I turned to tho woman In tho ro-

llglous hnblt, and cried: "A shameful
mutilation haB beon committed upon
this poor defenseless girl! And I will
make It my duty to discover and pun-
ish the perpetrators of It."

"Ah, m'sleur. Do not act rashly, 1

pray of you,' tho woman sajd serious-
ly, placing hor hand upon my arm.
"Recollect you nro in Finland where
tho Baron Oberg Is

"I do not fear tho Baron Oberg," I

exclalmpd. "If necessary, I will up-pe-

to the czar himself. Mademoiselle
is kept horo for tho reason that sho Is
In possession of somo secret. She must
bo released I will tako tho responsi-
bility."

"But you must not try to release hor
from hero. It would moan death to
you both. Tho Castlo of ICajana tells
no secrets of those who die within Its
walls, or of thoso cast headlong Jnto
Its waters and forgotten."

Again I turned to Elma, who stood
In anxious wonder of tho subject of
our conversation, und hnd suddenly
taken tho old nun's hand nnd kissed
It affectionately, perhaps In ordor to
show mo that sho trusted her.

Then upon tho paper I wrote: "Is
the Baron Oberg your undo?"

Sho shook hor head in the negative,
showing that the dreaded governor
general of Finland hnd only acted a
part towards her In which sho had
been compelled to concur.

"Who Is Philip Hornby?" I Inquired,
writing rapidly.

"My frlond at least, I bcliovo so."
Friend! And I had all along

him to bo an adventurer nnd an
enemy!

"Why did you go to Leghorn?" I

usked.
"For a secrot purpose. Thero was a

plot to kill you, only I munaged to
thwart thorn," woro tho words she
printed with much labor.

"Then I owe my lf to you," I

wrote. "And In return I will do my ut-
most to rescue you from here, If you
do not fear to placo yourBolf lu my
hands."

And to this she replied: "I shnll be
thankful, for I cannot bear this awful
placo longer. I believe thoy must tor-
ture tho women here. Thoy will tor-
ture me somo day. Do your host to
got mo out of hero und I will toll you
everything. But," sho wroto, "I fenr
you can nover secure my roleaso. I
am confined hero on a life sontonco "

"But you are English, and If you
havo had no trial I can complain to our
ambassador."

"No, I am a Russian subject. I was
born In Russia, and went to England
when I was a girl."

That altered tho case entirely. As a
subject of the czar In her own country
sho was amenable to that disgraceful
blot upon civilization that allows a
person to bo consigned to prison at tho
will of a high ofllclal, without trial or
without being afforded any opportunity
of appeal. I therefore at onco saw a
dlfllculty.

Yet sho promised to tell mo tho truth
If I could but secure her relcasol

Could I allow this refined defense-lesB- ,

girl to remain an inmato of that
bastlle, tho terrors of which 1 had
heard men In Russia hint at with
bated broath? Thoy had willfully
maimed her and deprived her of both
hoarlng and tho powor of Bpocch, and
now they Intended that sho should bo
driven mad by that silence nnd loue-Knos- s

that must always end In In-

sanity.
"I have decided," I Bald suddenly,

turning to tho woman who had con-
ducted mo thero, and having now re-
moved tho steel bonds of tho prlsonor
with a koy alio secretly carried, stood
with folded hands In the calm attitude
of tho rellgleuso.

"You will not act with rashness?'
sho Implored in quick apprehension.
"Remembor, your Hfo Is at BtuTto, as
well bb my own,"

"Her enemies Intonded that 1, too,
should die!" I answered, looking
straight Into thoso deep mysterious
brown eyes which held mo ns beneath
a spell. "Thoy have drawn her Into

" 11 re

thoir powor becnuso oho had'no moans
of defoiiBO. Tho man Is awaiting me
in tho boat outsltlo. tl Intend to take
hor with mo."

"But, m'sleur, why that Is Impos-
sible!" cried tho old womnn In a
hoarso volco. "if you wero lilBcovored
by tho guards who patrol tho lake both
night and day they would shoot you
both."

"I will risk It." I said, and linking
my arm In that of the woman whoso
loely countenance hnd verily become
tho sun of my existence, I mndo n sign,
inviting her to accompany mo.

The sister barred the door, urging
me to reconsider my decision, but I
waved her aside.

Elmn rcr6gulzt'd my Intentions In n
moment, and nllowed herself to bo con-
ducted down the long Intricate corri-
dor, walking steal thll, and as wo
orept along on tiptoe I felt tho girl's
grip upon my arm, a grip that told
mo thnt alio placed her faith lu mo as
her deliverer.

Without a Bound we crept forward
until within a fow yards from that un-
locked door whoro tho boat awaited ub
bolow, when, of a sudden, tho uncer-
tain light of tho lantern foil upon
something that shono nnd a (loop volco
cried out of tho darkness In Russian:

"Halt! or I flro!"
And, startled, wo found ourselves

looking down the muzzlo of u loaded
carbine.

A huge sentry stood with his back to
thu secret oxlt, his dark cyos shining
beneath his peaked cap, as ho hold
his weapon to his shoulder within six
feet of us.

"Speak!" cried the fellow. "Who
aro you?"

At a glance I took tn tho peril of the
situation, nnd without n second's hesi-
tation mado 11 dlvo for tho man be-

neath his weapon. Ho lowered It, but
It was too lato, for 1 grlppod him
around thu wnlBt, rendering his gun
useless. It wns tho work of an In-

stant, for I knew that to close with
him wns my only chance.

(TO HE CONTINUED.)

REFUSED TO EAT MATCHES

Experiment Proved That Rats and
Mice Have Been Unjustly Accused

of Causing Fires.

Rats, mice nnd matches have long
been considered a sourco of llres. An
Investigator, however, after extensive
experiment, roports, in Safety En-
gineering, thaLthoro Is no rcnl founda-
tion for tho popular Idea. A largo num-
ber of rata woro caught at different
times and confined In cnges with tho
ends open for observation. Matchos
were then placed In tho cages, but no
food, nnd tho rata wero left In a quiet
spot In a cellar. In every caso tho ani-
mals starved to death or ato their com-
panions. Not n match head or splint
was gnawed. The mntcheB wero well
seasoned und of different varieties
from tho Btrlko-on-the-bo- x to the
double-ti- p and tho common parlor
match. A second scries of tests was
conducted in a cago measuring moro
than six feet square. Tho results
wero tho Bamo.

In all cases tho rata were without
food from two to three duys, then tho
matches woro Introduced and tho rataj
died from starvation .within ono to 11 vo
days after. Like experiments wero
conducted with mice nnd the same ro-bu-

obtained, tho mice being hungry
from two to threo days, then tho
matches were Introduced nnd death
followed In ono to flvo days. In tho
larger cages tho ruts woro fed for
periods varying from twenty to forty-fou- r

days In order to portnlt tho ani-
mals to become accustomed to thoir
surroundings and act normally. A
greater variety of matches was used
In this test. Tho rats wero Imprisoned
together In this caso and many wero
gnawed and cnten by thoir compan-
ions.

These Fish Need Ladders.
Salmon seeking to scale tho Im-

pounding wnll at Gibraltar dam, on
tho Santa Ynez river, to reach tho up-
per canyons and spawn, nro reported
to be exhausting their strength and
will dlo.

The city has reured a wall over ten
feet above tho bed of tho stream, over
which the water Is flowing. On tho top
of tho wall Is a alight shelving where
the fish, eeoklng to mako tho long leap,
land, and thoy nro carried by tho flow
back down the atrcnm ngatn.

"Englneor Pyzel, who Is in chargo
of tho city's reservoir works, roports
he has watchod dozoiiB of big salmon
or salmon trout try to mako tho
leap and fall, and he Is of the opinion
that all will eventually die. Whon
tho Impounding wall was built tho
city did not provide for a fish laddor,
benco tho trouble. Santn Barbara
Dispatch to Los Angeles Times.

Florence Nightingale's Statue.
"Tho Lady With tho Lamp," atatue

of Florence Nlghtlngalo, has been un-
veiled without ceromonlal, In Water-
loo placo, London. Tho atatuo stands
high on a red nnd gray graulto pedos-tal- ,

and makes a notablo and an ap-

propriate addition to Watorloo placo.
By Its side, fully harmonizing with It
In general outline. Is that of Sidney
Horbert. Tho offectlvo background
for both Ib tho Crimean memorial. The
sculptor portrayed his subject in a
sympathetic pose, standing In tho vo-
luminous skirt of tho early Victorian
period,' with tho lump borno In the
right hand. This Btntuo of "Tho Lady
With tho Lamp" Is tho first publlo
statue of a woman In London other
than thoso of royal ladies.

Hard Luck, Indeed.
"What is a fellow to do, I'd like to

knqw?" complained John. "Tho kids
that mamma don't object to mo playw
Ing with all have mammas that wot
lot 'hem plnp with me."

"Our Designs jfl
r In silver ' Hnnd owolry nre mora

Attractive than over, nnd there H
nre some wonderful thlmts for H
the bridnl gifts for tho comlntf M
month. Como in nnd lot us help H

, V01I select n lasting tflft. j ' f H

BOYD. PARK 1
MAKERS 'oTjEWELRY 1H

rouNDH) isoi 'bjmmm
SALT LAKH CITY ' f !

COW'S MILK TRANSPARENT. M
This li Not a Delusion, Either, but ,H

Merely a Dilution. -

Old CapL Joshua Ketchnm, who ro-- , fllcontly died at Amityvllle, L. I., wns llLu
much rospectod and boloved by the Ulsummer residents who used to sail
with him on the bay nnd catch blue- - ilmmM
fish. Thero wus always n refreshing I'lflavor of tho sen In his talk. H

Ono day when a party or city men j 'lLM
wore sailing with hint the conversation H
turned on thu difficulty of getting H
good, fresh milk in Amityvllle, and ,

they appealed to tho captain to know ' H
"Well," said Captain Joshua, "It's lbeen that way as long as I can re- - ''ilmember, My wife mado bo buy a cow 11once. I bought her from Elhcrt I rah 11up 011 tho north tumplko and gavo him 1

$40 for her. Elbert said she'd give Jultwenty quarts of milk a day, and I vllguess sho did, but you could seo hot- - tltorn In six fathoms." Youth's Com- - .JH
panlou. 'Lmm

The Mother Instinct. ?jH
At tho closn of his talk beforo n i'limWu

Sunday school tho bishop Invited qucs- - (11
tlons. iHA tiny boy, with a white, cuger 1
face, at once hold up ills hand, I'll"Please, sir," said he, "why was lf
Adam novor it baby?" 1

Tho bishop coughed In doubt as to 'Hwhat answer to give, but a lltlo girl, ' ,M
tho eldest of several brothors and' jH
sisters, cn,mn promptly to hta aid. H

"Please, sir," Bho added smartly,
"thoro wns nobody to nuss him." Vlll
London Tlt-Blt- JilTiIH

Looking for a Bargain. f H
Ikey Roscnbnum hnd collected threo f H

dozen eggs, which he offered to a dls- - Vlpenser of soft drinks for a dollar. 4 .H
When tho eggs wero counted It was 'tIfound thnt thero wero tlrirty-suve- 1--

"Vot vlll you glf mo for dor von'
ovor?" asked Ikey. YLm

"I'll treat you to a drink," said tho ' H
purchaser. immmM

"All right," said Ikey. "I'll haf an jH
egg and milk." Boston Transcript. H

M
Shoot, George! Vi9SB

"Gee, but business is rotten!" said llthe thin man as ho addressed the fat ylman on the rear platform of tho car. I H
"I am lnylng off. hands every day."" , h)

"That's funny," returned, tho fat IHman. "I'm putting on hands every IHday." fH"What business aro you In?" asked k H
tho thin num.. v f H

"I'm a Watchmaker." replied tho , H
fat num. .... H

Pointed Criticism.
' " M

ThCoddfo Drelsor, tho novelist, was
talking of criticism. TH"I like pointed criticism," ho said, j H
"criticism such ns I heard In the lobby H
of u theater tho other night at tho ' H
end of tho play. H

"Tho critic was an old gentloman. ) ''H
His criticism, which wns for his wlfo's H
ears alone, consisted of these wcids: "H

'"Well, you would come'." Kansas ! H
City Times. B

Sure, She Knew. , H
Mabel wns explaining the baseball H

game to Estelle. H
"What makes tho man with tho bat H

In his hand keep waiving It around i H
like thnt?" inquired Estelle. ) M

"Why, you Billy goose," answered H
Mabel, "ho does 'that so the pitcher , .H
can't hit it, of course." H

Happened Off Duty. ,H
Employe Sir, 1 would respectfully H

ask you for nn Increase of salary; I H
have got married lately. . H

Manager Very sorry, Horneyhand, I H
I can be of no assistance to you. The H
company Ib not responsible for any ac- - H
cldeut that happens to Its employes H
whon off duty. Birmingham Ago-He- r- H

A Substitute. H
We gazed pityingly on tho listless H

drug store clerk leaning against tho H
soda counter, ifl"Haven't you any ambition?" wo , mm
quoried, kindly and all that KM

"No," ho replied, with brightening Wi
Intelligence, "but I have something &MP
Just ns good." NowbrtiBli Journal. F&S,

!H
Making George Stand It. f&v

CrabBhnw I've no objection to your CSs
gottiug married, my dear; but I really 4Pcan't stand tho expense of a wed 'MfflS?
ding.

Marjorio I'll try to help you kIIi
out, papa. Perhaps I can throw a ''ftyv'
scarce Into Gebrgo nnd got him to' 1 ydK
propose an elopement. Judge. y

Hsra
Something Just ac Good. v j &SyJj

"That telephone girl was polite, I jMK
must say." ,, , ,jfcid

"How so?" ujm
"Couldn't glvo mo the number I fmm

wanted, but offered mo my choice qf jH
several other nlco numbers." H

Stage tNote. j tM
"Villain, I dory ytiejtul the hero- - H

Ino, drawing hersolftVlier full B
height. "Do your worst." IJ"Don't usk'Ulm to do that, Miss,'" j

pleaded a Volco from tho gallery, j H
"Hist acting Is bad enough as It Ib." j BJ

I
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